
Tb& mofi lamentdUc Tr<tg‘ii^ 

TitHu Ohecrcilifttbisonehandvp toheaucn> 

And bow thisfccblc ruinc to the earth, 

If any power pitties wretched teares, 

To that I call s what would thou kncclc with me? 

^ Doc then dcare heart, for heauen fliall hcarc our prayers. 
Or withourfighs wcclc breath the welkin dimme? 

And ftainethe funne with foggeas fometime cloudcs, 
When they do hog him in their melting bofomes, 
Marcuf, Oh brother fpcake with poiiibilities. 

And do not brcakcinrothcfcdccpccxtreaines. 

7#/«x. Is net my forrow deepe^ hawing nobottc>nie? 
ThcnbcmypaffiosbottomlefTc wijhthein, / 

Marcfis. But yet let rcafongoucrncthy lament. 

TitHs. If there were reafon for thefc mifcrics, 
Thenintolimiticouldl bindemy woes: 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow f 
Ifthcwindcs rage, doth no tthefea w axmad, • 
Thrcatning the welkin with his bigfwolnc face t 
And wiltfhou hauca reafon for this coilc ? 

Iamthcfca« Harkc how her Cghcs doc flow : 

Slice is the weeping w elkin, I the earth : 

Thenmuft: my Sea be moued with her fights, 
Thenmuftmy earth with her continuall tcarcs,. 

Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 

Forwhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes,* 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue me Jeaue, fbr loofcrs will haue Icauc, 

To eafetheir ftomackes with their bitter tongues.. 

Enter a mejfenger with two heads and a hand.' 

Mtffen, Worthy AndtomcsssyxW art thou repaid. 

For that good hand thou fcotft the Emperour : 

licerc arc the heads of thy two noble fonnes. 


And 


And hccres thy hand infeorne to thee fent baefcc s 
Thy griefes theirfportsf Thy rcfolution mockt : 

Thatwocismct6thinkcvPon thy woes, 

More then rcmcmb¥anccof my fatbcr?dcath/ 
iJHarc* Now let hot code ifi Cicilie^ 

And be my hart an eucr-butning hell : 

Thefe aiifcries are more then majr be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe, doth eafefoBic dcale, 

But forrow flouted atjis double death. 

Luci. Ah that this fight Ihould make fo deepe a wound 

And yet detefted life not Ihtinke thereat : 

That euer death Ihould letlife bcarehis name, 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Matc. Alaspoorehartthatkifleiscomfoitlefle, 
Asftozcnwater>toaftaruedfnake, • 

i Ttm. When will this fearcfullflurobeihaHe an end i 

tMar* Now farewell flatterie, die ... 

Thou dofl not flumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hcere i 
Thy other banilhtfonnewith tbisdecrefight 
Strucke pale andbloodlefle,and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controulemy griefes. 

Rent ofthy filucrhajre, thy other band 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difroall fight 
The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes ; 

No w is a time to florme, why art thon ftill f 

Ttm. Ha,ha,ha. . . , . , 

Marc, Why doft thou laugh.?it fits not with tins hourc* 
Ttm. Why Ihaue not another teareto flied ; 

Befides, this forrow is an enemie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watty eyes, 

And make themblinde with trtbu tarie teares. 

Then which way ftialllfindeReucnges Caue? 
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